no       EVENING  ON THE BROADS.
Hardly, but here  for awhile,    All over the grey soft
shallow Hover the colours and clouds of the twilight, void of a
star. As a bird unfledged is the broad-winged night, whose
winglets are callow Yet, but soon with their plumes will she cover her
brood from afar, Cover the brood of her worlds that cumber the skies with
their blossom
Thick as the darkness of leaf-shadowed spring is encumbered with flowers. World upon world is enwound in the bountiful girth of
her bosom,
Warm and lustrous with life lovely to look on as ours.